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So many of hislhadowes thou haft met, 
And not the very King* I haue two Boyes 
SeekcZVrf/and thy felfe about the Field : 
But feeing thou falf ft on me to luckily, 
I will affay thee : fo defend thv felfe. 

SEW. 1 feare thou art another counterfeit : 
And yet infaith thou bear' ft thee like a King : 
But mine I am fure thou art,whocre thou be, 
And thus I win thee. 7 hey fight, the Ksbeing in danger, 
Enter Prtnce. 

Prin. Hold vp they head vile Scot,or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe ! the^Spirits 
Of valiant Sher ly, Stafford^ font ,arc in my Armcs; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who neucr prorxiifeth, but he rncane* to pay. 

They Tight, fDowglasfiyeth. 
Cheerely My Lord: how fare's your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas G aw fey hath for fuccourfenr, 
And fo hath flifton : Jle to Clifton ftraigh*. 

King. Stay,and breath awhile. 
Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion. 
And iliew*d thou mak'ft fome tender of my life 
In this faire refcus thou haft brought co mee» 

Prin. O heauen, they did me too much iniury, 
That euer faid I hearkned to your death. 
If it were fo, I might hauc let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowg/as ouer you, 
Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end, 
As all the poyfonous Potions in the world, 
And faud the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make vp to Cltfton,\\t to Sir Nicholas Gaufey. Exit 

Enter Hotjpur. 
Hot. If I miftake not, thou arr Harry Monmouth. 
Prin. Thou fpeak'ft asif I would deny my name. 
Hot . My name i s Hnrrie Percte. 
Prin.\Nhy then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name* 
lam the Prince of Wale$,and thinke not fercj i 
To (hare with me in glory any more : 
Two Star res keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one-England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Harry Percy ,and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor (hall it Hary, for the houre is come 
To end the one of vs; and would co heauen, 
Thy name in Arrnevwerc ^ovv as great as mine. 

Prm. lie make it greatsr^cre I part from ihce, 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creft, 
He crop,fcomake a Garland for my head. 
Hot. I can no longer brooke thy Vanities 

1 Enter Falfiaffe. 
Fat. Well faid Hal t ia it -Hal. Nay you (hall findeno 
Boy es play hccrc.I can tell you. 

Enter Dowg/asjje fights with Falftaffcjvhofals down 
as ifke dead, The Prince kiileth Percte. 
Hou OhZ-y^j^houhaftroW me of my youth ? 
I better brooke the lofle of brittle life, 
Then thole proud Titles ftou hail worine of me, 
They vvoim'ihmy rhoghts worfe,thcn the fword ray flcfln 
!5ut thought's the flauc of Lifc,and Lifc,Times fooie $ 
And Time, that takes fu#uey of all the world, 
Mtfft haueaffop. O, I could Prophefic, 
iut that the Earth,and the cold Band of death, 
Lyes on my Tongue- fNo Percy >thou art duft 
And food for— ■ * * 

prin^hv Wormes Jbrauc Percy .Farewell great hearts 
Ill-weau'd Ambirion,hfcw much art thou fhrunkc? 
When that this bodie did concaine a fpirit, 
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A Kingdomc for it was too fmall a bound 
But now two paces of the vilcft Earthf 
Is roome enough. This Earth that beares th 
Bcarcs not aliuc fo flout a Gentleman 
If thou wer'tfenfiblcofcurtefie, 
I (hould not make fo great a (hew of Zeale 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face 
And cuen in thy behalfejle thanke my f e jf c 
Fordoing thefefayre Rites of Tcnderneffc 
Adicu,and take thy pralfe with thee to heauen 
Thy ignomy fleepc with thee in the graue 1 
But not remembrcd in thy Epitaph. * 
What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all thi« A 
Keepe in a little life^Poore Iacke^arcwcll s 
I could haue better fpar'd a better man. 

0,1 fhouldhaueahcauymiffeofthee * 
If I were much in loue with Vanity. ' 
Death hath not ftruckc fo fat a Deere to day 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray • 
Imbowcll'd will I fee thee by and by, 
Till then 7 in blood,by Noble Pereie lye, 
Falfitffertfethvp. 
Talfi. Imbowell'd? If thou irnbowell mec to dav 
giue you leauc to powder me,and cat me too to mol. 
Twas time to counterfer, or that hottc Termagants 
had paid me fcot and lot too. Counterfeit? I am no c 
tcrfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, fprbceis but°I' 
counterfeit of a man,who hath not the life of a man • ft 
to counterfeit dying,wben a man thereby liueth is tot' 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfefl image of life 1 
dcede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion i m 
which better parr, I haue faued my life. I amaffraidco 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How ifh e < 
(hould counterfeit too, and rife? Iam afraid bee would 
prouc the better countcrfeit:thereforc lie make him 
yea,and He fwearc 1 killed him. Why may not hec rife i$ 
well as I .-Nothing confutes me but eyes* and no-bodic 
fees me.Therefore firra,with a new wound in yourthigh 
come you along me. Takes Hotftnruonhuh^ 

Enter Prince andlohn ofLancaflcr. 
Prin. Come Brother John, lull brfuscly haft tbouflefti 
thy Maiden fword. 

John. But foft, who haue we heere ? 
Did you not tell me ttos Fat man was dead ? 

Prin. I did, Haw him dead, 
BreathIciTe.,and bleeding on the groundrlArt thou aliuc? 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-fight ? 
I prcthec fpeakc, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our cares* Thou art not what thou feem'ft. 

Fal. No, that's certaine : I am not a double man: but 
if I be not IackeJal/afe.theti am I a Iacke : There is Per- 
cy ,\f your Father will do roe any Honor,fo: if not,lct him 
kill the next Pw/f himfelfe. I lookc to bceithcr Barleoi 
Duke Jean affureyou. 

Prin. Why, Percy I kill'd my felfe, and faw thee dead, 
Fal. Did*ft thou? Lord,Lord, how the world is gkuen 
to Lying? I grauntyou I was downe, and out of Utah, 
and fo was he, but we rofc both at aninftant,and fought 
a long houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If 1 may bcebelcc 
ued/o tif notjet them that (hould reward Valour»beare 
the finne vpon their owne heads, Ilctake't on my death 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh : if the man vverea- 
litxe and would deny it, I would make him eatea pecce 
of my fword'. 

tohn. This is the ftrangeft Tale chat c're 1 heard. 
Prin* This is the ftrangeft Fellow 3 Brotbcr hbn. 
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Come bring y »-- — « ^ the< ; grace) 

lie g l1 d ^ Retreat is founded, 

„. f< found Rctreac,the.day is ours : 

r ^ e e ^ hat Fncndj.arelium g ,whoaredead- 
^^fe^PF^nlpurge^ana 


Co f Friends are liuingTwho are dead . Exeunt 
T ° iCC te folio w Kf ey fay, for Reward. Hee tbat re 
L Aai^ ^jf j a 0 grow grearogain, 


eaue Sackc/ and Hue 
Exit 


Scoria Omrta. 


The T YHmfets found, 
f urtheKi'«gyP riKCeo f^ a!es > Lord lohn of Lane nfier y 
Earle ofWeJtmerland, with mrcefler & 
Vernon Prifoners. 

tM. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 
Ill tinted Worcefter, did we not fend Grace, 
ParcUand tearmes of Loue to all of you i 
A nd vvould'ft thou turne our offers contrary ? 
Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfeans truft? 
Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 
ANoble Earle,and many a creature clfe, 
Hadbeene aliuc this houre, 
If like a Chriftian thou had'ft truly borne 
Betwixt out Armies i true Intelligence. 

Ww* What I hauc done, my fafcty vrg'd me toy 


And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
~ Since not tote auoyded, it fals on mee. 

King. Beare Worcefter ro dcath,and Vernon too : 
Other Offenders we w\\ paufc vpon. 

Exit mrcejier^andVernon. 

How goes the Field? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dewglas y when hee faw 
The forxunc of the day quite tum'd from htm, 
The Noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 
Vpon the foot of feare 3 fled with the reft ; 
And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz d 
That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I befeech your Grace. 
1 may difpofe of him. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother of Lancafter, 
To you this honourable bounty fhali belong : 
Go to the Dowglas^nd dcliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomlelTe and free : 
His Valour fhewne vpon our Crefts to day, 
Hath taught vs how to chenfh fuch high deed*, 
Euen in the bofome of our Aduerfaries. 

King. Then this rcmaines : that we diuidc our Power. 
You Sonne fohn,znd my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke {hail bend ycru, with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland.and the Prelate Scroope, 
VVho(as we heare)are bufily in Armes. 
M y Seife, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 
To fi<*ht with Glendower^nd the Earle of March. 
RebcTlion in this Land ftiall lofe his way, 
Meeting the Checke of luch another day : 
And fince this Bufinefle fo faire is dene, 
Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. Exeunt. 


FINIS. 


